L]

THE I0LA REGISTER.

SCOTT BROS, & EOHEER, Publishers,
JIOLA, - - - =- - - KANBAS

700 LATE.

Too lata, too late! The work
The dendly mischiof wrought;

The evil vast that was begun
Inone u dered thought.

One crucl word no geacious speech
Hereafter can recall;
The shaft boyond all human reach,

Though lodped in sight of all

A momont's thought that thought to still*

'I‘onmhintenﬁ?r'nn}

Aunid not asingle breath of {ll
quiet air bad stirred.

0 God of Love! Could we but learn

Thy merey for one day,

The tide of hate would

And
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CHAPTER V.—CosTINUED.

“Myra, vou had ought to open an or-
phan’s asylum,”* he replied, hing.
** But I must be off.™ Blanche expected
me last night. P'm sorry about this
thing, sis, but I wouldn't worry about
it, it will all come out right, I guess.
May be your foundling has gone back
to France to look up her pedigree—who
Enows?' axd with a pleasant langh he
shut the door and sprang into his

wagon, and giringlnlht- two beautiful
*gray’s" a loose rein, was soon out of
sight.

A little silence followed his departure,
Mrs. Anderson nervously rolling and
unroliing the hem of her apron, and
glancing covertly at Ralph, who was
moving restlessly abont. Presently he
came up to his father, who was sitting
with his chin buried in his hand. and
Lis eves fixed on the floor.

kelp, and the kneeling fi bendi
mc%&mdnﬁhtmﬁthh
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mvm grew up vaguely in his

The next moming Tom Armold
brought Blanche down to spend the
day. She was growi ful
and lpdy-like, and felt a faint

sense of awkwardness in her presence,
and was uncomfortably conscious, of
blushing when she looked at or spoke
to him.  She did not seem to notice it,
however, but came and sat by him, and
told him about her flowers and her
pony, and the besutiful en she was
going to have if—well, if Ae would
come up and help her alittle. To be
sure they had a gardener, but she
wanted some one else. And then she
just lifted the heavy lashes, and flashed
?sh};.htmmh]i; 211:11 gﬁll:;e into his
nen that was 0

“I'd be 5o glad to come, m'e. if
you would let me,” he said, uttvrly.
“and if you could put up with my
awkwardness."

* You awkward, Cousin Ralph!™ lift-
;ag her eyes in beautiful surp to his

noe,

A whole volume could not have bet-
ter expressed her admiration and con-
fidence. or made a more vivid impres-
sion upon his boyish heart.

* Blanche,” called her father, *you
visit Althea Montford. Who is this De

Vries that s there?"”

*“Why, he is Mr. Alfred De Vries,
Mr. Montford's business nt, private
secretary and confidential friend I

g ot Taia, but T had

“ a t o n.
It's two yrnrs. isn't it, since lhmt-
ford;_ came here? & .

*Yes, two years this spring, 4

This brought Viala to Ipsltl'fm mpi:d.
and he said:

“Father has concluded to in
search of some traces of our little Viola.
I suppose Uncle Tom told youabout the
letter?"”

“Yes, I think he mentioned some-
thing about it. Misearrigd didn's it?
I wonder why you trouble yoursclves so
much about”that strange’ child, all of
you. Of course it was splendid in you
rescuing her mother and herse
don't know as 7 wounld mind being

« Father, aren't you going to look her
up?* he broke out, impetuounsly. **Be- |
causeit’s a year ago, and somebody has
a spite agninst her, i that any reason
why we shouldn’t love her just as well,
and try to tind her? May be she is in |
some alms-house somewhere, and can-
not get to us. Let mic go, father, I'm
biz enough to lcu alone, now. 1 won't
Em‘.' up till I find ber if she is in the

‘nited States."

BEaiph's hurried speech was inter- |
rupted by the entrance of Ned Bradlee, |
who bad bonght a quarter section of
Government Jand a mile or so up the |
river, erected alog house on it, and |
lived, as he expressed it, in the *tallest
kind of clover.”

**Makin' a Fourth o' July oration |
"Squire?” he cried out, *‘cos if you are,
I want you to pile on something pretty |
steep about this 'great and glorious |
West." with it stupendous pasters and
wavin' in, and all that sort o' thing.
I heerd a fellow duitdown in Dixon last |
Independence, and I tell you, it was a
leetle the sublimest thing I ever heerd. |
I had to stuff my handkerchief into my |
mouth to keep from shouting glory i
right straight along. 'Twas most equal |
to the way I heerd a fellow spread him-
self up to Poston once, 'bout the
Pilgrims."

“We have had a letter from Gordon
that has been a year on the way, and |
he says that Viola bame back three
davs ufter we left, and he sent her right
on after us the next morning.”” Ralp
enid, excitedly, interrupting him.

“Sho! you don’t say so! :\\'ull. if that |
ain’t curis—well, I declare!™ I

**And Uncle Tom thinks it’s no use |
doing anything about it, !‘ust because |
it's a yearago! Sup tisa vear— |
who cares? fo ess if it was Blanche,
he wouldn’t mind if it had been half a |
dozen years!"' he cried, with rising color.

**Softly! You're full of fireasak
of gunpowder. Let’s hear the story, |
neighbor,” turning to Anderson. I

**Well, it’s the most onlikely thing to
happen to common folks 7 ever heard,”
he said, thounghtfully, when the letter
had been read, and various comments |
and speculations had been made on it.
“1t's almost equal to *‘Lonzo and|
Meliss'—I don't spose you ever read |
that, Ben? It isn't just your style, I'll |

aliow, but it's powerful interestin’; |

beats Pilgrim’s Progress ten to one, and | 1ast, and the tenth day from that of his |

I've an iden it's jestabout as true. But
that's neither here nor there. 1 say
after the gal, and if yon want any help,

there's a quarter section of prairie En
Winnebago County that v';'ol.lldlJ

and here's my hand on it, neighbor— |
not a particularly handsome one, per-

haps, but 1 know it's hgnest.™

“And so do L my old friend,” Mr. | 2nd spread them out where the sunshine |

shipwregked if I was sure some nice,
brave, handsome voung fellow would
re<cue me just at the right moment.”

When she tirst began Ralph felt half
vexed at her careless tone, but the com-
Elimunt. spoken and implied, mollified

im immediatelv. And even while he
was speaking of Viola, he was wonder-
ing if Blanche thought ke was brave and
handsome, and vaguely wishing she
might fall into some litle peril from
which he might rescue her.

**You see, Blanche,” he said, ** she
wns so alone in the world, so utterly
fricndless, that we couldn't help ear-
ing for her, and loving her. You know I

| had = littlesister once, and I think we all |

loved her more for that reason. I know
mother did.™

*‘But she wasn't your sister. May
be she was some miserable conviet's
child: there seemed such a mystery
about her name, and her father. People
—honest people—uare newer ashamed of
their names. There must have been
something wrong abont them, and
{ather says, though he's sorry because
auntie feels so bad about it, he believes
it is just as well if somebody else has
looked out for her.™

1 don't believe she was to blame,
anyway,” Ralph said, stoutly, **and I'd
give a dozen farms like this, if I had
them, to find her again.”

“*What a splendid Don Quixote youn
would make, to go out to the defense of
distressed damsels!” she eried, with a
little rippling lwugh. And then she
clasped her pretty white hands about
his arm, and tossed the rippling hair
back from her white shoulders, and

looked up in his face with a little quick, |

admiring glance, that was altogether
irresistible to poor, unsophisticated
Ralph.

The farm work waited asa week went

[ by—waited more patiently than Myra |
Anderson or Ralph—and still no word |

came from Ben Anderson as to the sue-

| cess of his search. Everv night Ralph |
{ went to the oflice, but nothing came to  some reason God saw fit to take her
|them. Ned Bradlee ran down every | from us in this sad way, but He knows

evening, to ** stretch his legs,” he said,
not guite willing to own how nervously
anxious he was to hear if there was any
news from Ben—or rather, from the
lcst girl.

But all waiting comes to an end at

departure, Ben Anderson walked into
his house as he had went—alone. i
wife saw the grave look in his face, and
her heart sanklike lead. Uhreasonable

jump at | 85 it was, she ‘had cherished a strong |
the chance to lay itself out in the cause, | hope that he would find the child, and |

that very day she had taken the pretty
dresses, and dainty ruffled skirts from
their resting-place in the hair trunk,

His |

when he proposed writing to me to re-
:Ern for her, she grew wild , and

ey were glad to dpmify her by prom-
I.sn:' {herlhnshonl goon the first train

Her account of her ahsence was va,
and confused. Somehody, she didn't
seem to know who, had promised to
tell her something she wanted to know
if she would go to walk with him. They
hadn't gone very far when they came to
dark, dirty street, and somebody

s door and ecanght her away
from the side of her irie::ﬁ into a damp,
cold place, where there was no windows,
only two little panes of glass up high
like a cellar. Bhe thought she cried
and but she couldn’t really
remember, she grew so sleepy ever
since, till that night. Then she had
opened her eyes and looked about and
there was nobudj- insight. She thought
if only she could get awsy before any
one came! She sprang off the bed and
to the door but she could not reach the
latch. She moved up a block of wood,
and standing on tiptoe unlatched
the door, and without waiting an
instant she darted out and ran as fust as
her feet would earry her. She remem-
bered the name of the house, and after
coming by a good many streets she
asked alady, who pointed out the house,
which was just in sight, and so she had
come 1o it.

Mr. Gordon had blamed himsell very
much for letting her go as he had. But
he had thought she.would come through
safely, she seemed so bright and fearless,
and independent. He had paid her fare
out of his own pocket as faras Chicago,
and given her money to pay it the rest
of the way. He had also given her in
charge of the conductor, and then not
qngte ::nisgcd had l:\u'rl'itmu l.hautulettetll'.
and thought everything was t
and str-.'zght. R "

Then, taking Gordon with him, he
{ had returned to Detroit to find the con-
{ductor. But he had been dead six
| months. Then he had stopped all

along the route until at last he resched
Ihl!chsg:m City, the thenterminus of the

rond. It was a miserable, stragglinF
little place, its long pier laid with rail-
road track, running far down from the
*city”” into the waters of the Iake. The
boat that was to take them across was
nowhere in sight, and he went back
to the hotel where they had taken sup-
per ayear ago when they came on. He
related his errand to the landiord, and
some way chanced to mention the child's
name.

“Viola" exclaimed a gentleman,
looking up suddenly from his paper;
*why, Reeves, that is the name on the
little wooden cross old Brierly put up
| over the child that died at his place last
summer. [ noticed it because the name
was odd and rather pretty.”’

Well, the result of it was he did not
take the boat, but went out to see this
Brierly, who liged about two miles
| awny. He snid he had found the child
|in thee street, erying and bewildered,
| just after the boat had left one night.
! He took lher home with him, where she

was sick a good while and “‘crazy as a
bear.””  She kept saying her nnme was
“ Viola, and nothing else,” and so when
she died he cut that name on a bit of
wood, and put it up so as to show her

| friends if they ever came.
“But it may have been some other
{ Viola," said Ralph, unwilling to believe
| that the bright, spirited little creature

had done.

whatever. This Brierly is an old, eccen-
tric, miserly fellow, who lives quite
alone in a little hut near the lake, but,
| though he bears a rather«bad name in
the neighborbood, I think he did as well
as he could by her, and I could forgive
him a great deal for that," Mr. Ander-
son said, in a faltering voice.

“If only we had waited a little long-
| er, Ben.”
**Yes, but we did not know. For

| best, wife, and all His ways are right.”
{  And so the thonght of a simple cross
bearing the dear name, by the far-away,
| lonel _'L"Tuke shore, fell into their hearts a
sad, and tender, and sacred memory, to
| be cherished and talked of, and remem-
bered forever. But now a new trouble
—or rather an old trouble renewed—
| came to haunt Myra Anderson's heart.
| Ralph declared his resolution to ge to
| sea. This tame, mopotonous farmer’s
life, fretted him more and more every
day and week. All through the sum-
| mer he dwelt upon it, and not even the
| graceful fascinations of his beautiful
| cousin could drive it away.
| *Let the boy go,”” Tom Arnold said;

Anderson said, smiling faintly: * but it | aod soft wind could tonch them, won-| ““one voyage will cure him. It's as
is blind worhnl_f now. If I had got the | dering the while if she had grown much, | natural for a Massachusetts boy to want
¥

letter direct,
have given me something to go by; but |
it has been too long to hope for that |
now. There's always been a mystery |
hanging about the child since her
mother died, leaving her name, even, in |
doubt.™

*Oh, thst reminds me,” interrupted |
Bradiee, “whodo you guess I see down
in the city to-day? But of course you |
can't guess, and mebby you've forgot |
all about him. But I knew him the |
minute I see him. Youn rememember |
that tall, stylish lookin’ chap who eome |
®own from Plymouth, and who was in |
the Le Brun, and"— |

** What, DeVries?” exclaimed Ander- |
son.
*Yes, that is the name. 1 couldn’t
remember, though I knew it had a sort
of onrighteous sound to it.," he said,
langhing.

** But how came be here™* asked An- ¢

derson. ;

**Well, I don't remember as I asked
him. I believe, though, he said some-
thin' about havin' been here nizh about
two vear. He seemed to feel bad)|
enough when I told him about Hum-

min' Bird He said he remembered
what a 'I;mw little thing she was, and |
be put his hand up to his eves, an' I |

wot dn‘ta: believed I:e] would been alo I

t U B3 ty nice sort of a fel- |
g ot

=1 wonder I have never happened to
se; him: but then I am not in town
much I'l sk Arnold about him; he
will know,”” Mr. Anderson replied.

Halph sat silent as they talked, but
there came back to him the memory of |
that morning

| and reached it in that way.

e railroad men could 20d planning how she could make them | to

arger and longer.

There was a little moment of sus-
part, and a little dreading to tell on his;
then he said, in a low, husky tone:

“Our little girl is dead, Myra, we will
never worry about her any more.”

Then in the faint light of the soft May
gloaming, with slantwise beams from
the young moon in the west, falling
across the flocs till it touched the
smouldering coals on the hearth, Ben
Anderson told the story of his ten days’
search.

First he had gone to Dethoit to see
Gordon: but Gordon did not keep the
house now, and had moved out of the

|eity, and no one seemed to know just

where, though it was somewhere near
Lake Huron.  After two days of delay
and inquiry, he found out that it was
‘-a{ixmw. It was not accessible by
rail, =0 he went up the lake in a boat,
Of Gordon
he learned the particulars of Viola's re-

(turn. It was just at dusk, and the

boarders and guests were seated at the
supper table, when alittle £ dashed
through the door, and stopping, panting
and breathless, before the table, ran
her eyes up and down the long line of
faces.

**It is Anderson’s lost girll”’ was the
simultaneous exclamation from a score of

lips.

**Where is he? I want my father An-
derson!” she cried, bursting into passién-
&te weeping.

He led herto the

lor, and she grew
suddenly quiet and Y:r

tened, with great

1o sea as it is to take to the girls.
i I don’t believe in trying to force a boy
| to stay at home if his heart is set on

| pense—a little dreading to ask on their | zoin

el Eut father--Tom,”" she faltered.

| “Yes, Myra, but because his shi
went down, it's no sign Ralph's wil
{You and I can mever forget that; it
| weaned me from the sea—I never want
to look on its treacherous face again!™
he stopped abruptly and leaned over
| and drew his sister’s face to his bosom
and kissed it.

| **O Tom, I cannot let him go!” she
moaned.

| *But he will, Myma; you may depend

| on that. The lad has got a will of his
own, may be you know."”

Ralph was seventeen in October. He
had worked faithfully all the summer,
but when the harvest was all gathered,
be said, firmly:

“Iam guing to sea in the spring,
futher. I want you and mother to con-
gent. | want to go away man-fashion,

| but one thing, I sha’l go. I am sick of
| this prosy lile,—wh;! sometimes I long
so for the spray breaking over the rocks,
for the swash of the waves, the roarand
tumble of the surf. and the scent of the
| salt breeze coming up from the strong
| lungs of old ocean, that it isli.keashurﬁ
| pain, and I eannot help erying out, an
catehing my breath asif 1 was falling
| from some dizzy height”’
| *I shall never consentto your going
| while you are under me,” Ben Ander-
| son said. with jron determination.
I *Then I shall go without your con-
!sant. ' I will go!"" waa the low, resvlute
| answer, the frank bovish face growing

on Plymouth beach, and | solemn eyes, while he told her that her | white, and firm, and set. .

the little trunk under the dripping |friends had gone on, after waiting for| *Silence!™ commanded Anderson,

could die, as perhaps some other Viola |

+1 think there is no doubt sbont it |

::,ml?. “ How dare you talk so to me,
**I only said the truth, father. You
always brought me up to speak the
and to avoid hypoerisy and de-
ceit. I'd scorn to go away unbeknown
to you, and make believe I didn’t mean
to go, for I do; and I tell you so open.
Iy and Pml.llila!;'_l shall go if Heaven
spares my life!"
“You shall not!" Ben Anderson’s
face was alight with sudden fire, and
there was a hard ring in his usually

quiet
' “We will wait and' see.” Ralph an-
swered, unflinchingly.

The winter slipped away and the ma:»
ter was not again referred to between
tbmd h.l.pg‘lplj‘o ;u app?rznlly eontenteid
an ¥, ing with eager zest in
all the winter spl:‘l:u gotten up by the
yum people, entering with his charac-
teristic impetuousness jnto both work
and play, and his father congratulated
himself ‘on having conquered the re-
bellious spirit of the boy. **There is
nothi e unyielding firmness in deal-
ing with one of these passionate na-
tures,” he said, with afecling of intense
self-satisfaction.

It never occurred to Ben Anderson
that the boy had his own stubborn willL
His theoty was that obedience was the
first law of a child. The natural in-
s'uneti: :hnd intuition were I&a be crushed
out, ey run counterto the judgment
and wishes of the parent. \Jem and
experience fitted him to judge what was
best and most proper for the child, and
be gonsidered it his solemn duty, as-
signed him by Heaven, to thus bend
and control the future life of the child
by deci for him. With his rigid
idea of ** responsibility,” it will te read-
ily seen that Ralph's chance of choosing
for himsolf was extremely small, unless
his choice chanced to coincide with his
father's plans. Ever since the morn-
ing, when, after a night of feverizh
anxiety, his mother had stolen softly out
and whispered with a proud smile that
‘* Myra had got a line, great boy,”" had
his resolution been taken as to what that
boy should be if God spared him to
grow up. While helived East it seemed
sometimes as if he might be dooming the
lad to a hard life, and he sometimes
feared necessity would force him to
abandon his long-cherished plans, but
now there was no necessity. It looked
to him as if Providence had led him
hither expressly toopen the way for the
realization of hisdesires. And if some-
times a faint longing for the land of his
nativity stirred vaguoly in his heart,
and old memories came, this thought
comforted and strengthened and en-
couraged him: Ralph could be a farmer
without saerificing his chanees for com-
fort and independence. for the home in
the West gave promise of at least that,
if not of extravagant wealth.

Une gusty March night he came
home from Cherry Valley, snd though
it was dark, and bad been for a good
half hour, there was no light anywhere
visible in the house, and no sign of life
about the place. A vague sort of pre-
sentiment seized him, and he huorried
into the house. His wife sprang up
hastily as if from sleep, aml ealled his
name in a quick, startled voice.

“Why Myra, why are you sitting
here in the dark? I feared something
had happened,’” hLe said. in a relieved
tone. .

She eame forward through the dim,
uncertain dusk, and laid ber hand on her
husband’s arm.

*( Ben—where has /e gone? she
cried, in a faint. dry whisper, that
sounded strange and unearthly in the
silence and gloom.
| He caught her arm in a grasp so
gaﬂm that a slight ery of pain escaped

er.
|T0 BE CONTINUED.]

————

Ancient English Oaks.

Among the ancient oaks of England
few are more interesting than the gi-
gnutic ruin now standing in an arable

eld on the banks of the Severn, near
Shrewsbury. It is the sole remaining
tree of those vast forests which gave
| Bhrewsbury its Saxon name of Schobbes-
burgh. e Saxons seized this part of

| have watched him mkinﬁipom to catch

the country A. D. 577, when they burnt
the Roman city of Uriconium, where |
Wroxeter now stands, four miles from |
the village of Cressage; and underneath

this now deerepit dotard it is said that |
the earliest Christian missionaries of |
those times—and possibly St. Chad him- |
mk—ﬁ;enched to the heathen before

churches had been built. The Cressage

Oak—called by the Saxons Criste-ache |
(Christ's Oak)—is probably not less

than fourteen centuries old. The cir-

cumference of ghe trunk was nbout|
thirty feet, measured fairly at a height |
of five feet from the gronnd; but only |
about one-half of the shel! of the hollow
trunk now remains. It still bears fif-
teen living branches, each fifteen or =ix- |
| teen feet in length. A young oak grows

| from the center of the hollow:

The noted oaks of England, thanks to
those who have preserved them, thanks
to the universal veneration for timber, |
and to a stirring and lengthened histo- |
ry, are innumerable, Windsor Forest |
| is particu’arly rich in historic onks, and |
| Bherwood Forest, though disafforested, |
| still contains some memorial timber,
like Needwood, once a crown forest, |
now a fine estate of well-farmed land.
Dryden's
| * Three centuries he grows and three he stays,
! Bupreme in state, and in three more deeays,”

is a poetical statement, and some of the |
| dates on trees cut down in Sherwood
Forest, and marked 600 years before, in
the time of King John, prove that it is
an under-estimate. The great Win-
farthing Oak, in Norfolk, was called the |

**Old Oak™ in the time of the Conquer-
| or, and has been supposed to have at-|
| tained the :\Fe of 1,600 years, The
| King Oak in Windsor Forest is upward
‘o:kll.ﬂf)o vears old. — Gardencrs” Chron-

—At the Alexandria Palace, in Lon-
don, an American gentleman looked at
some stereoscopic views of this coun-
try, and was somewhat surprised to
find one labeled *“View of New York
City from the lllinois shore.—Chicago
Inder Ocean.

—A newly-arrived cook, engaged in
a Philadelphia , opened a water-
melon the other day for the first time
in her life. Two minutes afferwards

| ying about on real wings

she was scen usly dusting the in-
side with poison.—FPhiladelphia

Youths’ Ijepartment.
BABY IN CJE'ROH.
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#nﬁf inltaf chair Arluhn; !?ﬁlﬂ stood,
" close of the solt prelude,

To begin her solo.  Hizh and st

She struck the first note, clear and

She held it, and all were charmod but one,
Who, with ali the might she had,

Bprang to her tittle feet and oried:
* Aunt Nelhe, you's being bad ™

The audience smiled, the minister cougnid,

The littie boys in the corner

The tenor-man shook like an aspen leaf

And hid his face in his handkerchief.

And poor Aunt Nellie never could tell
How she finished that terrible strain,
But says that nothing on earth would tempt
sol:{l!f lggn lm:: the mm‘;ngln.
we bave perhaps ‘tis beat,
For ber sako, ours and all Pl‘:a roplt.
0% ORE DAy Soater. s Sty povr.
r baby re-cnter the w.
—Minnie AL "Gow, in N. ¥. g&em
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A MODERN WOOD DEITY.

In very ancient times, when men be-
lieved that almost every mountain and
civer, brook and grove, was presided
over by a deity of some sort, it was said
that nectar and ambrosia were the drink
and food of these gods. Because those
ald poets and philosophers indulged in
those fine stories about nymphs and
satyrs, fawns, naiads and dryads, we
call them heathen; but, after all, their
myths, like the fictions of our own
writers, are beautiful and entertaining.
I have often thought of a charming story
which might be written by some imag-
inative boy or girl about a wood dsity
which haunts some of the groves of
America. It can be said with much
truth that nectar and ambrosia fill the
cups and pots of this bright and joyous
being. I have seen him sipping nectar
more fragrant than the fabled sweets of
Hybla and Hymettus. This is saying
much, for Hybla used to be the most
famous town in the world for its honey,
and Hymettus was a mountain, south-
east of Athens, in Greece, where the
bees stored their combs with the purest
distillations from the flowers. But I
have looked into the clean, curiously
wrought cups of our American grove-
zod, when they were full tooverflowin
with elear fluid. I have even tasted the
nectar, although the cups were so small
that only the merest bit of my e
could enter. It is slightly acrid, this
neciar, but it has in its taste hints, so to
speak, of all the perfumes and sweets
of the winds and leaves and flowers—a
fragrance of green wood when cut. and
of the inner tender bark of young trees.
And a reey flavor. too, which comes
froth the aromatic roots of certainof our
evergreens, is sometimes discoverable
in it.

- The being of which I k is an in-
dustrions little fellow. Many times I

nectar in, and cups to hold the ious
ambrosia. Thesewhe hollows p;i? S0
neatly that they all look alike, and he
arranges them in rows around the bole
of a tree—sometimes a maple, often an
ash, may be a pine, and frequently a
cedar. He has a great many of these

ts and cups—so many, indeed, that
it seems to keep him busy for a
part of the day drinking their delicious
contents. He has very quiet ways, and
vou must be silent and watchful if you

wish ever to see him. He rarely uses
his voice, except when disturbed, and |
then he utters a keen and steals off |
through the air, soon disappearing in

the shadows of the woods.

In the warm, dreamful weather of
our early spring days you may find him
by keeping a sharp {wkout for the pots,
which are little holes or pits bored

through the bark and through the soft | here
| outer ring of the wood of certain_trees.

ery often you can find rings and ri
of these %it.s on the trunks of the apple-
trees of the orchards, every one of them
fuill of nectar.

And now you discover that, after all,
my winged grove deity is nothing but
a Eme ird that many persons by
the undigniﬁed but very significant
name of Sap-sucker! W::{l. tof it?
My story is truer than those of the old
Greek and Latin ts, for mine has
something real in it, as well as some-
thing Beautiful and interesting. I sus-
pect that many of the ancient myths
are based upon the facts of nature and
are embellished with fantastic dressing,
just as some imaginative boy or gir]
might dress up this true story of our sap-
drinking woodpetcker.

In fact, how much happier, how much
more redolent of joyous sweets, is the
life of this quiet bird than that of such
beings—if they could have existed—as
those with which the ancients _Imled
their groves and mountains! of
among the
shadows of the spring and summer
woods, alighting here apd there to sip
ﬁ m.-cuu: m_ldf nmbms}s from fragrant

ar pots!—Maurice Thompson, in St
Nicholas. 1=

“‘Boy Wanted.”

Passing along the streets of this great,
bustling eity, the r-by often sees
in the windows of the business houses
a placard with the inscription: “Boy
Wanted,” and as there are thousands of
boys who want places, and will make
[ forthem, we will tell them
in advance, for nothing. just the kind of
a bov that is * ted.”

The boy that is ‘*wanted” must be

£ | there without

great | tle face.

active, intelligent, cleanly in his habits,

of men who have wrong, become
defaulters, em! ers, thieves and ras-
cals, most of whom were probably not
the right sort of on the start. v
baﬁlnnb be " " and dishonest
in little things, and badhshlt{:w
upon them until they ended their lives

employer under all circum-
stances, becaunse he is true to himself.
He does mnot shirk when he is at work
alone out of sight, but does his best, as
if a thousand eyes were upon him.
“Poor Richard’s Almansc” says that
“the eye of the master is worth one
servant,” by which is meant that hired
men and women as well as boys need
watching. ;
Boys are ‘‘wanted" everywhere—
in the ficlds of the farmer, in the stores
of the merchant, in the banks, st the
hotels, in all the offices, and in every
business place there is room for the
honest, industrious boy. It will not be
lnuF before the boys who are “‘want-
es};i 21 tll:m snhbnrain]a::d capacities, in
which the smal the respon-
sibility sb";i{. will be *“wanted'’ to
charge of the immense business
of this Nation, in place of the men
who are now 2t the head of affairs. In
a few yvears more the boys that are
needed to-day to run brrands and do
iriling service, will be “wanted” in
Congress, for railroad officers, for Gov-
ernors, for legislators, editors, lawyers,
ministers and merchants, and to take
the ible places in public and
rivate aflairs, in place of those who
all out by the way-side as the great
n.l'mf of humanity advances. The right
kind of boys are * wanted" every-
where. No others need apply.—Chicags

Journal,
— =

Trixie and Mrs. Roberts,

Mrs. Howe had a caller. The caller’s
name was Mrs. Roberts. Nina showed
her into the parlor, and then went up
stairs to help Mrs. Howe, who was
dressing as fast as she could. Trixie
was in mamma's room, looking at pict-

ures,

*It is Mrs. Roberts, ma'am,” said
Nina.

*Oh. bother!” sighed Mrs. Howe,
she always stays so long, and dinner
will be ready in ten minutes.”

Trixie put down her book, and grav-
ing the room, went slowly down siairs,
and finnlly stopped at the parlor door.
Magma had often told her not to go in

pemiuiun. but this
naughty little girlie dearly loved to
have her own way, and as she stood
there she zaid to herself: I never saw
that lady before; I should fink it would
be more politer if I would go and talk
to her till my mamma is comed down.”
So in she went. When Mrs. Koberts
saw her she said: “Well, well! whose
little girl is this? Come and sit in my
lap, and give me a sweet, sweet kiss.
Now, lirl.l‘g1 pet, what is your name?"’

“Trixie, and I am four years old next
§'tember.” .

“Dear me, how dreadfully ald you
are getting, to be sure! What will you
do when you are four?"

Trixie thought hard for a minute, and
then said: "lﬁnksp‘rta’pu I will keep a
candy store,—ves, and pop-corn, too;
because Dick fikes pop-corn,” she ex-

plained.

*Who is Dick? your canary bird?"

Trixie's brown éyes opened wide, and
such an abused look crept over the Jit-
“I fink you 1s not a w
foo-.l Indy to eall my Dick canary bi

want to get down."

“0Oh, wait a minute,”” said Mrs.
Roberts, I know who Dick is now; he
is your little cousin; his name is Dicky
Bradford, and his mamma lives in the
second house from this one. Ihave just
called on her.”

“Oh" cried Trixie} “and did you
st ¥ a wery long time?"

**0h, no, only a little while.™
"l;‘you going to stay a long time

“[ don't know. Do you want me?®"*
Trixie shook her head most decisive-

*Is you going to stay to dinner?’

“Not to-day. But wh‘y do not you
want me to stay, Trixie®

**Because my mamma does not want
you. When Nina told her was
comed she said (puckering up {::sma.l.l
face, and looking, oh, so eross!): ‘Bos-
ser! she always stays so long;' and then
she said somesin about dinner.” Trix-
ie looked puzaled for a minute, and
then her face brightened: “1 it
was that you had r not try to stay to
dinner. Oh, here's my mamma! Mam-
ma,"” running to meet her, *Mrs. Rob-
erts isn't going to stay to dinner, and
she isn’ going to stay s long time,
either.”

Trixie was quite right. Mrs. Roberts
did not stay a long time, but it was a
very long time before she came to see
mamma again.— Chicago Advance.

—A duel was foug
Petersville, Lewis County, Ky., between
J. E and Milton Lykins, rival
tobacco-dealers. The. weapons u
were tobacco-sticks four feet long and
three inches in diameter, and the econ-




